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personal recollections of another.  And this miracle, the tinker has wrought.
There is no ascent, no declivity, no resting-place, no turn-stile, with which
we are not perfectly acquainted.  T'he wicket gate, and tie desolate swamp
which separates it from the City of Destruction,—the long line of roud, «s
strajght as a rale can make it,—the luterpreter’s house, and all its fiv shows,
—the prisoner in the the iron cage,—the p:\l:lco i the doors of which arm-
cd men kept guard, and on the buitlenenis of which walhed persons clothed
all in gold,—the cross and the sepulehze.~—the steep hill and the pleasant ar-
bour,—tlie siately front of the Ilonse Deatiful by the wayside,—the Jow
green valley of ilwaiiiation, richwiih siass, and evvered with flocks,—al} aro
as weil kuown to us as ihe sights of cur own street.  Then we come to the

narrow piasce where Apoilvon ~Irod<. rigit across the whele breadth of the
way, 10 stop the Journey of Christian, ard w heve afterwards the pillar was
setnp to testify how bravely the pilsioa had funght the good fight.  As we
advance, the valiey becomies deeper and Ceeper. The shade of the preci-

»

blacker and blacler.  Lhe clouds gather overhead.
5 of chrias, and the rushing of imany feet to and
fro, are heard throngh tire m chuess. The way, hardly discernible in gloom,
runs close by the wouth of the fuming pit, which seads forth its ﬂ.uncs, its
noisome smoke, and its hideous shajpes, to terrify the adveaturer. Thence
he goes on, amidst the snares and pithils, with the wmangled Dbodies
of those swho kuve perished lying in the diteh by his side. At
“the end of the long dark valley, he pas:es the dens in vwhich the old giant
dwelt, amidst the hq.x,.\(u'd ashes of those whom they had shin.

Then the roud passes <traight on through a moor, till at length ihe towers
of adistant city appear before the travelier; and sovs Ire is in the midst of the
innumerable multitudes of Venity Duir 'I.'l:cm are tie jugglers and the apes,
the shops and the m.ppv t-chows. Theve vre Italion Row, and French Row,
and Spanish Row, and Britain Now, with ﬂ'cir crm\'ds of buyers, sellers, and
loungers, jabbering ali vhie ianguazes ef the carti

Thence we go on by the littie hil! of 1€ silver mine, an
dow of litics, nlong tie bank of that ple i
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sides by fruit-trees. On the loft side, brunches off the path leadiag to that

horrible castle, the court-yard of which is pived with the shalls of px!gruns;
a'\d right omwards, ave the sheep-folds and orchards of the Deieciubic Aloun-

From the Delectable Mountains, the way Jies through the {fegsand briers of
the enchanted zround, with here and there a bed of soft cusiiions spresd ve-

r o green arhour.  And beyond is the knd of Eenluh, where the flowess,
the grapes, and the songs of birds never cease, aud where the san shines night
ard dey. Thence are phinly scen the golden paveinents and strects of
pearl, on the otlier side of that black aid coldd riser over which there is no
tridge.

All the stages of the jovrney,—all the forms which cross or overtake he
Pgrims,—gisats and hobgoblins,—ill-fuvoured ones, aud ehiring ones,—1tho



